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danger. Lofty young man that you are, splendid
and insolent, no uneasiness has ever crept like a
louse between your shirt and your skin. Remem-
ber always, to my credit, that I did my best to put
it there/'

"Well, but what do you want me to do about it?"
said Sebastian at last.

Anquetil considered him. To Sebastian's eyes,
accustomed by now to the darkness, he looked
almost diabolic, with the two tufts of the fuzzy
black hair sticking out on either side of his face,
and the scar running from his mouth to his ear.
He knew, however, that he liked Anquetil better
than anyone he had ever met in his life. "What
do you want me to do about it?" he repeated,

"Come away with me," said Anquetil. "I am
sailing next week, and I may not return to England
for two years or more. Come away with us and
forget who you are, forget Chevron, forget your
carpenters and your blacksmiths, forget society,
forget your safety, forget the whole paraphernalia.
Learn another point of view. This is your oppor-
tunity. Look, you're hanging over a big drop.
Down there, you die; but up here, beside me, you
breathe and live. Which is it to be?"

"Do you mean that you will push me over if I
refuse?" asked Sebastian, He was not frightened,
but interested; he thought that Anquetil, in his
exalted state of mind, was capable of anything.

"Oh, no," said Anquetil contemptuously, "I
shan't push you over. I wouldn't commit a murder
for the sake of an allegory. But, metaphorically, you